PRIVATE    LIVES                ACT  II
ELYOT : The one when you bought that little painted
wooden snake on the Piazza, and put it on my bed.
AMANDA ; Oh Charles. That was his name, Charles.
He did wriggle so beautifully.
ELYOT : Horrible thing, I hated it.
AMANDA : Yes, I know you did. You threw it out
of the window into the Grand Canal. I don't think I'll
ever forgive you for that.
ELYOT : How long did the row last ?
AMANDA : It went on intermittently for days.
ELYOT : The worst one was in Cannes when your
curling irons burnt a hole in my new dressing-gown.
(He laughs.)
AMANDA : It burnt my comb too, and all the towels
in the bathroom.
ELYOT : That was a rouser, wasn't it ?
AMANDA : That was the first time you ever hit me.
ELYOT : I didn't hit you very hard.
AMANDA : The manager came in and found us rolling
on the floor, biting and scratching like panthers. Oh
dear, oh dear------ (She laughs helplessly.)
ELYOT : I shall never forget his face. (They both
collapse with laughter.)
AMANDA : How ridiculous, how utterly, utterly
ridiculous.
ELYOT : We were very much younger then,
AMANDA : And very much sillier.
ELYOT : As a matter of fact the real cause of that row
was Peter Burden.
AMANDA : You knew there was nothing in that.
ELYOT : I didn't know anything of the sort you took
presents from him.
AMANDA : Presents : only a trivial little brooch.
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